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Author's Notes: 


Its still Steve's birthday in my time zone. 


e Another fic inspired by DKD's Gravity, although different pairing and pretense. Starts similarly then 


takes its own road. 


e Of all the possible DL pairings, | feel like this is the most for-real, for-real possibility. | mean, look at the 


photographic evidence. 


e | realise the lyrics gakked for the title don't fit the era, but then we also know DL sit on songs for 20 
years sometimes. Some of the vernacular may also be out of sync with the times, and the guys a little 
00C, but such is fiction. Deliberately ignoring the reason(s) for their nickname. 


e Infinite thanks to fairyll for beta/meta and encouragement to post this "anyway". 


-1983 

"Steve!" 

"What?" They whispered loudly over the steady thrum of the bus's engine in bunks directly across from and 
on the same level as each other's. All around them, their sleeping bandmates - Sav snoring, Joe breathing deep 


and even, Rick tossing and turning restlessly - chorused their familiar night songs. 


"Are you wanking?" Phil made his voice all ‘oh gasp, oh horror’ as if he'd taken personal offense. More likely he 


had his own dick in his hand. The man was a chronic masturbator, just one of his filthy endearing qualities. 
Steve paused but didn't deny it. "You must have sonic hearing.. I'd only just taken it out." 

"Y'mean your penis?" Phil rarely used any euphemism but ‘knob’. Uttering semi-uncomfortable words like the 
never-used medically correct term, his East-London-but-not-as-Cockney-as-he-thought accent really stood 


out to Northern ears. 


In his own bunk across the narrow aisle, Steve delayed his first stroke to conjure a more ridiculous reply. "No, 


you numpty, my porcupine." Each percussive 'p' stirred the air. 

"Never heard it called that. Might be a little bit... prickly," Phil sniggered but quickly hushed himself. 

"S bigger than yours, mate. Can't you let a bloke wank in peace?" 

"Not really." 

"Why not?" huffed Steve. 

Phil considered. He'd never been rebuffed by Steve in such a brusque manner. Or was it? Could be an invitation 
They got little opportunity on the bus, with the others not usually all sleeping at the same time. "Can | join 
you?" he whispered urgently. "I really gotta rub one out!" 

"And you need me for that?" There'd been a shift in tone. Instead of annoyed, Steve sounded pleased. 

The scrape of the curtain across the way being pulled back perked Phil up. He let out a quiet giggle like dark 
liquid chocolate, and then movement: a pause like a cat getting ready to spring, and an unnecessary but 


effective launch across the aisle of one compact, hairy-chested, naked male. 


Steve got their limbs sorted without any knees to the groin before he pulled the curtain closed again. Phil 


crawled over him and shifted around so his bare arse mashed against the side wall of the bus, which vibrated 


noticeably from its tires' highway-speed contact with the road. Under the blanket, he threw one leg over 


Steve's hip and ground down. 


"That's the idea," Phil groaned and let Steve do his thing, wrapping long, deft fingers tightly around them both. 
For a minute, there were only the rapid scuffing sounds distinctive to pounding pud in their shallow little box of 


a bed. 


Very quietly, secretively, Steve asked, his lips an inch from Phil's, "Were you thinking about me again? Just 
then?" like an inquisitive four-year-old, whisky-and-cigarette breath deeply at odds with the impression. 


He received his reply in kisses and whisker burns, where ever they landed on his face and shoulder. If Steve 
was tactile with his hands, then Phil was, with his mouth when they were alone. The taste and texture of the 
shy Northerner left him gagging for more: a gorge of gluttony they couldn't indulge in in a dark, 
claustrophobic, barely man-sized bunk. Their kisses were always more than that, a clash of lips and teeth 
nipping, tongues lapping and pushing, stolen breaths between. Maybe it was a little like drowning whenever Phil 
kissed his bandmate, it felt to him like he was pulled downward into a sea of something he never wanted to 
escape, a delta where fast met deep and sounded like whirlpooled panting, a roar of nnnngggq in his ears and 


the raspy slide of their hands all over each other. 


Phil treasured his opened box of Steve-centric memories as the familiar hand worked his flesh. No doubt he'd 
been ruined for life. Stroking off felt so much better than solo with proof of Steve's lust vein-to-vein with 
his, their hips rocking. But the mental pictures Phil had gathered of his lover, in bed and otherwise, inspired 


him just as much. 


Steve sitting across a wooden fable in a slobby plaid flannel shirt, playing cards - probably cheating, too - his five 
chest hairs peeking out of the open collar. Steve in white jeans, white shirt, black-and-white polka-dot scarf, his 
long, long, skinny legs running, jumping, guitar hanging off him and hair steaming out behind him, built for speed and 
sex. Those same legs, naked, wrapped around his back. Steve with a perpetual cigarette between the first two 
fingers of his right hand. Oral fixation, downright lewd, another of those traits they all associated with their lead 
guitarist-slash-composer. Any guitar Steve put his hands on became a phallic symbol, though he was somehow still 
innocent enough not to realise it. Lastly, all that, locking eyes with hm in the smoky, dm, yellowish glow of the tiny 
plastic lamp affixed to the wall The skin under Steve's orbital hollows, high up on his cheekbones, was taut and 
smooth; it reflected the light with a white-gold sheen that offset his darker lashes and brows. As far as he knew, 
Phil alone had seen those same highlights and shadows looking up at him from low down If Steve had ever sought 


out his predecessor for mutual release, he'd never mentioned it. 


Temporary feelings close to obsession reared up with his loaded thoughts. Though emotional intensity would 
ebb to a bearable level seconds after orgasm, Phil never wanted to get over it. He'd had scores of scores but 
this was something beyond. Their White Lightning was the one he had caught feels for so raw and 
unexplainable he didn't know how to act sometimes. So what if they'd only known each other well for a few 
months, casually and infrequently before that for a couple of years? Proximity and common purpose woven 


with admiration rendered him powerless not to reach out in the only way he knew how. 


Phil cupped the side of Steve's face, loving even the bone structure under thin skin and stubble in contrast to 
the velvet of his lover's lower lip, which he stroked with his thumb. They played over skin and hair, bits that 
erected and tightened, secret keyholes and the obvious parts that caused the most noise when they were 
alone but choked back in the heat of the bunk, speeding to a crescendo. 


In bed, Phil tended to take the lead, but Steve always wanted to see everything and embellish upon it. Now, as 
gilded lashes fluttered down, he was torn between wanting to guard Steve's fragility with his own life and 


letting the other man run free to experiment and grow. 
Not like he had any say in the matter, nor even a descriptive sobriquet of his own 


".Yesssssss!" Phil hissed his answer with his crashing climax. The seminal scent he associated with Steve 
sharpened. He added his hand between them, just in time to catch warm seed. Could have been either of theirs 


or more likely, some of each. 


He said into the quieting air, "Maybe someday we'll." But then he stopped. It wasn't like him to make verbal 
overtures. What could he say, anyway? He could hardly propose marriage. That would likely ruin things, anyway. 
They'd never really spoken of what they'd found in each other much less used the L word but it was as real 
as anything he could conjure to describe being together. 


Steve grabbed them some tissues from somewhere and leaned in. "Someday's already here, mate. Best we 


make the most of it" 


Fin. 


